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Aaa’s Outing I 


L, BALASUBRRAMANIAM | 


5 real name was Prathik, but 
people called him Aaa, He had not 
yet learned to move his tongue 
‘around any other word, Ask him 
anything, and he would reply, "Aaa", 
hhence the nickname, Though, to be fair 
to him, he emphasized his meaning with 
a lot of body language. He would roll his 
eyes up or down, stretch his little hands 
or move them circularly as situation 
demanded and even sway his body, often 
toppling ovec in the process. 
"Go and play in the courtyard and let 
‘me work", said his mother, pushing him 
away from the kitchen where he had 





stepped in to inspect the pots and 
pans that had just been washed by the 
maid, 

Aaa’, said he and toddled away to the 
courtyard, 


the big boys were playing volleyball 
there, jumping about as they struck 
the large brown ball over the net 
‘and shouting their hearts out. Prathik's 
eyes lit up. This was what he wanted to 
do too. 
Down he went into the court and stood 
under the net 
“Move away Aaa", shouted the boys, 
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“you will be hurt.” 

“Aaa’, said Prathik, and gesticulated 
with his hands to tell them that he too 
Wanted to play with them. As the ball came 
towards him, he toddled forward to strike 
itlike how the boys dia, 

The ball knocked him down and rolled 
over him. 

“Oh’, cried the boys in unison, “poor 
Aaa, Are you hurt?” 

One of the boys picked him up, dusted 
him and placed him on the bench by the 
side of the court. “Watch us from here", 
he sai. 

Looking around, Aaa saw the girls at 
the swings. He brightened immediately 
“Aaa’, he said aloud to himself, and then 
silently, ‘What if | can’t play ball with the 
boys, will swing with the girs.” 

There they were, their skits billowing 






as they seemed to touch the sky, squealing 
away in delight and mock fight. 


€ greeted the girls with a loud 
"Aza" and rushed towards the 
swings. 

“No, no, Aaa. Don't come here, the 
swings will knock you down’, cried the 
Girls and seeing him coming inspite of 
the warning, one of them swooped dawn 
and picked him up and raising him to eye 
level, kissed his wool-like hair. She then 
planted him on her hip and resumed the 
‘conversation with her friend. 

Prathik had no intention of warming 
anybody's hip, so he wiggled rebeliously 
and said “Aaa’ in a very angry voice. 

Just then a swing became vacant and 
the girl said to him, "Do you want to ride 
with me on the swing?” 

Of course he did, and the “Aaa” that 
he said this time was fortified by half a 
dozen nods of his little head. 

The girl held him close to her with one 

hand and with the other she clasped 

the rope of the swing as she 
pushed the ground with her 





Yeet. The swing gathered 
momentum. Prathik clung 
tothe gir's dress for dear 
lite, The swing moved 
up and up and up. 
The speed of it 
made Prathik 
quite breathless. 
Then with double 
the speed, it came 
down and down and 
down, Prathik was 
thrilled to his toenails, 
When the girl put him down on the 
ground and went about her business, 
Prathik looked about for other things 
todo, 


‘ust then Prathik’s mother, 
came out to look for 
him, for it was his 

feeding time. “Prathik 
where are you?” 

“Aaa”, said Prathik,’ 
recognizing his mother's voice. He was 
hungry too, He toddled away towards his 
mother. 

“What adventures did my little one 
have this evening?” said Prathik’s mother, 
as she pushed a morsel of food into his 
mouth. 

“Aaa”, said Prathik, punch- 
ing the air with his puny fists 
to tell her how he had played « \ 
ball withthe big boys. 

“Oh you naughty boy, you 
shouldn't fight with your 
friends, said she, getting 
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him completely wrong 

‘Aaa’, said Prathik again, and this time 
he turned over on his back, to show her 
how the large ball had pushed him over. 


There was a jewel of atear in the 
‘corner of his eye as he did ths, 
“There, there", said his 
mother, feeding him another 
morsel, “you rolled in the mud 
like that, did you? You 

‘mustn't do that, my pet. 

see how dirty your 

clothes have become!" 
‘She was again off the mark. 

Aaa’, said Prathik the third time. This 
time he stretched his hands forward, 
closed his eyes and shook himself in 
imaginary fear to tell his mother about his 
experience on the swing, 

“Ohyou played blind man’s bluff with 
your friends, did you? How clever of you", 
said she, getting him wrong again. 

But Prathik didn't mind that 
his mother couldn't under- 
stand him. He knew that she 
loved him nevertheless. When 

his ite tummy was full, he 
crawled onto her lap and 

‘within no time was bliss- 
fully asleep, dreaming of 
volleyballs and swings, @ 


LETTER BOX 


A fun world for kids and adults, 
A dredim come true for ll children, 
A consolation during times of distress, 
‘A good advisor, a good friend, 
Aninformative album, 
A boon forall, 
It's simply matchless - *Gokulam’ 
No doubt at all! 
+S. Thenamirdha Shiyamala, 
Vellore 


© Lenjoy reading Gokulam and the 
parts written by children. My favourite 
bits are the comies and puzzles. I was 
very disappointed that Balu the Bully 
came to an end. I like the size of the 
magazine which is easy to store and 
hold. 


[=i*Cartoons made easy’ 
is very interesting. The rabbits in the 
July issue were really cute. These 
cartoons have inspired me to try more 
ofthe same kind. 

- Vidya Sashikumar, Kolkatta 


(ove your magazine, Itis a great 
source of enjoyment, knowledge and 
laughter, But, waiting for Gokulam for 
a whole month is such a bore, Can you 
not make ita fortnightly? The story ‘In 
the company of elders’ by Rajee Raman 
(August 2002) was very encouraging 
and inspiring, 

+ S.Sadhwi, Bangalore 


I August 2002 issue of Gokulam 
was the first issue I read. It was simply 
great. It has given me all that I ever 





wanted from a magazine. I enjoyed 
reading all the stories and particularly 
the picture stories. Gokulam [ find, also 
encourages its readers to contribute, 
is fantastic. Congratulations! Keep 

up the good work! 
+ J. Calvin Chris Benjamin, 
Chennai, 





(=) When my elder brother's teacher 
sifted me with an issue of Gokulam, 1 
‘was simply thrilled. On reading it, was 
very impressed. I wish you a great 
future, 

+ Smitha Vaghamshi, Junagarh 


(SI This year when I went to Ban- 


“ncn QUR FAMILY'S 


FAVOURITE 
MAGAZINE 


galore for vacation, I happened to read 
Gokulam. I immediately subscribed to 
itand find it to be very interesting and 
entertaining, I am glad to express my 
views through this column, 

= Supriya Padmanabhan, Bihar 





(=iGokulam is my favourite monthly 
magazine. The picture story serial ‘IT - 
The Strange Creatures’, is very 
interesting, 

+ RS. Charan, Visakhapatnam 
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i I never forget to buy Gokulam 
month after month, The article on 
Spiderman and the Spiderman poster 
were superb. 

-S.Al 





|, Kolkatta 


[Gokulamis the only magazine that 
spots and encourages hidden talents of 
children, Until recently, Gokulam hap- 
pened to be ‘My favourite magazine" 
Now, my parents too have begun to 
read it, It has ever since become *Our 
family's favourite magazine!” 

= Lavanya, Chennai 





5} Tread Gokulam within a 
ing it- the entire book ina 
single day! From the very next day I 
eagerly look forward to the next issue. 
- Vinay Pal Singh, Korba 





G The article about Ronaldo was 
very interesting. The dialogues under, 
*Seetuk and milukkattak come on-line!” 
provided a lot of information about 





Eskimos. The information that I 
gathered from the cover story was also 
interesting, 


-M. Praveen Kumar, 
Coimbatore 


SI Francis Bacon says ‘Reading 
makes a full man." I ofcourse choose 
Gokulam because I think its the right 
book for children to read. The editor's 
note “Turning Points” that appeared in 
the August edition, helped me to step 
into the future with wiser and firmer 
steps. 

- J. Minu Prayeena, Madurai 





‘The serial ‘A holiday adventure’ 
is fantastic and a lot of suspense is build- 
ing up. “The strange creatures" is very 
thrilling. The story “The mysterious in- 
truder" had the right touch of thrill and 
suspense. Gokulam is the best. 

Lime, lemon ‘n* lollipop 

My Gokulam always on top! 

- Anupama Spencer, Pune 








Our new E-mail Address : gokulam @ kalkiweekly.com 
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Dear Reader. 
hen 1 was twelve, I started 
reading mystery stories. Agatha 





le Stanley Gardner, Edgar 
Peter Cheney... the lists long, 

These authors used such words as 
“shot at”, “killed”, “point blank range”, 
“pierced through” etc to describe 
murders, 

But present day authors shock the 
reader by describing in graphic detail a 
‘murder, leaving nothing to imagination, 

Worse still, these gory details come 
alive on the TV and film screens. The 
heroic sword fights and gun battles of 
the olden days are gone. Today, it is 
hacking to death with blood splattering 
all over the place, or AK-47s spewing 
bullets everywhere killing everyone in 
sight. It is blood curdling and horrible 
tosay the least. The amount of violence 
that I see on the TV and movie screens 
today, and the intensity of itall, shocks 












me beyond belief 


Tam very sure in my 
mind, that these scenes 
have a very unhealthy 
influence, on the minds of 
the viewer, especially the 
young who are very 
impressionable, Violence 
breeds violence just as love 


and group 
clashes, riots, eve teasing, rag 
‘ging, political murders, rowdy- 

ism etc., that we read about in news- 
papers these days are in direct propor- 
tion to the increasing violence that we 
secon the TV and movie sereens, which 
proves my point 





But whatare you children expected 
to do about it? My request is boycott 
such TV programmes and such films. 
Even if your parents want to take you 
to such a film give thema firm “no” for 
‘an answer. Tell them that there are 
better things to be seen and enjoyed, 
Don't miss good movie; but don't 
yield to the temptation of seeing a bud 
Gone. Ibis a waste of time -a loss which 
can never be recovered. 

‘When you say, "no" your parents too 
will think twice and if this practice 
spreads, the movie maker will realise 
that the viewer is the boss. 

You, start protesting today, others 
\will follow, sooner or later. Remember, 
it requires only one seed to produce 
thousands of fruits in good time! 


Editor 
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Story 
, Parent page 





BB ome called him ‘Fatso’, some, 


SD ‘Mot’, some, ‘Pumpkin’, and 
@D soon and sotorth. Though he 
loved his new school and his 
class mates, Rakesh could not stand the 
constant teasing. He, however, couldn't 
show the pain this caused him. His 
friends loved him too, butit never struck 
them that this good-natured banter hurt 
his sensitive soul. 

Like most chubby boys, 
Rakesh was jovial and fun 
loving, and rarely 
showed any signs 
of anger. If 
anything, he just 
gave his tormentors a 
helpless, sad smile. 





‘ADNAN SAMI’ 


JUNIOR 















ASIS B. PATI 





Unfortunately, this only spurred them 
on and they continued with their 
chanting - Fatso’, ‘Motu’, ‘Pumpki 
Butthe moment Rakesh came home, 
he let down his brave front and sobbed 
inconsolably in his mother's lap. “Why 
do they have to do this to 
me?” he would ask her. 
Running her hand 
through his 












thick hair, she would reply lovingly, 
“You'll see, they'll not only accept your 
roly-poly form, but will also come to 
admire you.” 

But things continued to remain the 
‘same at school, 


wee 


. Bose, while having his 
dinner, was thoroughly 
enjoying the dance sequence 


being telecast. Suddenly an 
{dea flashed across his mind. With his 
School's Annual Function hardly a 
fortnight away, he still had to finalise 
an item which would really capture the 
audience's attention. He badly needed 
an entertaining number where the 
audience could really participate! He 
decided that the song and dance 
‘sequence being shown on the TV would 
be just the right thing, and, almost 
instantly, the smiling face of chubby 
Rakesh Swamy came to his mind! 
wee 
or the next ten days Rakesh was 
put through a rigorous 
schedule. Many a time he got 
disgusted with his own poor 


) performance and badly wanted to 
‘walk out of the programme, but 
Mr. Bose would just not let 
him, He had immense 
Patience and, ever so 
gradually, Rakest’s 
huffing and puffing 
gave way to smooth, 
delightfully fluid movements, 
At long last, Mr, Bose gave 
a sigh of satisfaction. 

eee 
aes and Gentlemen, welcome 
GR to our nas item” ir, Bose 
‘announced briefly on the day 
of the programme. “A surprise dance 
number by a surprise artiste!” 

The audience gasped in 
astonishment when the spotlight slowly 
lit up the ample figure of Rakesh in a 
deep maroon robe. But, when Rakesh 
did start flaying his well-rounded limbs 
with gusto, keeping to the beat of the 
Popular song ‘Lift Karadey’, the 
audience became ecstatic, Very soon 
the spectators started dancing along 
with Rakesh and, as the song ended, 
they gave him a long, standing ovation, 

‘As Rakesh came out of the green room 
all his class fellows crowded round him, 
Congratulating him on his tremendous 
performance. Rakesh felt on top of the 
‘world! Even in this moment of glory, he 
didn't forget to rush to touch the feet of a 
beaming Bose Sir. 

eee 

Rakesh's friends no longer call him 
“Fatso’ or ‘Motu’ or ‘Pumpkin’. Instead, 
hiehas become famous as ‘Adnan Sami? 
Junior!e 


eS ee 


"Yak! Yak! 


- Boring Yeah!" 


I frequently,telephone my friends, 
as a result of which our telephone bill 
goes upto Rs.1000 or more per month. 


6) 
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1 always chat for atleast half an hour. 
How am I to control myself? 
+S. Kalyani, Tirunelveli. 

Dear Kalyani, 

Some people are by nature very 
talkative and unable o stop. Ifthe person 
10 whom you are talking doesn't cut you 
short be assured that it is not because 
they love listening to you, but because 
he or she does not want to hurt your 
Jeelings! “Yak, yak, yak,! That's all she 
‘tnows! Boring Yeah!” is the comment 
your friends will be giving behind your 
‘back. If you remember this you will be 
precise and upto the point. You can also 
practise “Mouna Vradha” on holidays. 
Start off with half a day and extend it to 
4 full day later. There will be positive 





Yak! 





‘effects on your mind. 
ke 
1 have a stammering problem, 
especially when I read a lesson in the 
class. My friends tease and laugh at me. 
Please help me to overcome this 
problem. 
-R. Rohini, Chennai, 
Dear Rohini, 
First a word of advice to your 





friends, Never laugh at a handicap. It 

is the meanest thing to do. Rohini 
requires your sympathy. Give it to her. 
‘She willbe ever grateful t0 you for your 
understanding. It will also help her to 
overcome her defect. 

As for you Rohini, check with your 
family doctor and ask him to 
recommend a speech therapist. You will 
benefit by following his recommenda- 


ee ee 





tions, Talk or read by taking your time 

for it. Don't be in a hurry. Above all, 

pray to Goddess Saraswathi for a few 

‘minutes everyday, uttering a sloka 

repeatedly. I will give you a lot of self 

confidence. 
kkk 

Tread Gokulam regularly but I don’t 

read other books. My parents scold me 
for this. What am I t0 do? 

- Aparna Chandrasekar, 

Mumbai. 





Dear Aparna, 

Reading Gokulam regularly should 
actually make you more interested in 
books. Generally speaking the reading 
habit ison the decline. Ourmain purpose 
in publishing Gokulam is 10 mak 
children read more and more. 

‘Make a start by reading books which 
interest you most, like Enid Blyton'’s 
stories, But you should gradually switch 
over to classics written for children. This 
will help you 10 go in for good literary 
works at a later date, Don't disappoint 
your parents! 





ed 


My mother has undergone a surgery 

and the doctor has said that she should 

avoid tension, But she becomes 

irritated even for my small mistakes 

and punishes me. What is your advice? 
- V. Padmavathi, Neyvel 

Dear Padma, 

Obviously your mother is under a 
lot of stress afier the operation. It is 
‘not enough if you help her in household 
chores, You must talk to her and make 
hier feel loved and wanted. Try to cheer 
hher up so that she will start believing 
that she will be 100% fit in a few days. 
Also inform her politely that you need 
some time of your 
own to cope up —* 





with your studies, Remember it is not 
enough if you love your mother at 
heart; you must also express it, There 
will be a dramatic change in her, I'm 
sure! 

Love 


Grandma worm 
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SANDHYA SRIDHAR 

















hat’s mine! Give it back at _play with it for some time and give it 

sf once.’ back to you.” 
“No, I want it, Twant.. Of course, Baby Brother did give 
Amma..." Superman back to 
“Give it back.” Slap, slap, Suresh, Except that, 
Amma marched into the by now, Superman 
room. “What's going on?” she had lost his glowing 
demanded. Suresh looked guilty. shield and his arm 
“Did you beat your baby : was revolving a bit 


brother?” she asked him, 
“But amma! He took my. 
‘Suresh!” Amma was firm, 
have told you a hundred timegife 
not to beat him. If you have 
problem, you come to me.” 
Baby Brother, all of three, 
sniffled and said, “I want that.” 
He was pointing to the brand. 
new Superman toy that Suresh 
prized and was keeping so 
carefully out of the little fellow’s 
reach. 
“Give it to him, Suresh,” 
‘Amma told him gently, “he will 
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Joose on his shoulder. Suresh gritted 
his teeth, He was close to tears. Life 
was not fair. Oh why did he have to 
ut up with a younger brother? 


turesh's best friend Amit had 
Sg come a visiting. Suresh 
excitedly pulled out some of his 
favourite toys and they had a good game 
of good soldier vs bad soldier going. In 
the middle of a particularly exciting part 
of the game when Amis soldier was 
jumping off a helicopter on a bad guy, 
Baby Brother toddled into the room, 
rubbing the sleep off his eyes with 
chubby fists. “Anna,” he exclaimed 
excitedly, “me too, me too!” 

“Oh, no," groaned Suresh, looking. 
at Amit, who was grinning from ear 
tocar. 

Baby Brother was certainly not shy. 
He plonked himself in the middle of 
the game, dislodging a few 
strategically placed soldiers, and 
began playing with the toys. Amit 
grinned and tried to grab the soldier 
from his little hands. “No, no," said 


the little fellow, “Gimme, I 
‘want it.” 
“Give it to him,” said 
‘Suresh resignedly, “Let's play 
=| something else.” But Amit 
‘wasn't listening. He was busy 
teasing Baby Brother. He was 
putting the soldiers away, out 
of the reach of his little hands 
and saying, “Now try to get 
them.” Baby Brother jumped 
a few times, his arms outstretched 
upwards, but of course, the toys were 
well out of his reach, 

Suresh felt a tightness clench his 
throat. “Hey Amit,” he said, "Leave 
him alon 

“Look at him jump!" laughed Amit, 
then tuning to the little fellow said, 
“Sump higher... higher, come on 

‘The little fellow jumped up and 
down saying, “Please, please. | want 
it.” 

“Hey, what's with you?" Suresh 
demanded, grabbing the toys and 
thrusting them into Baby Brother's 
hands. Amit had now tured sulky. 









“You can’t tease him,” replied 
Suresh quite angrily, “He is my 
brother and these are his toys too.” 
‘Amma, who was just then bringing 
in some milk and snacks on a way, 
smiled to herself. 

After Amit had left, Suresh sat 
down to complete his homework. By 
his side sat his Baby Brother playing. 
with ‘their’ favourite Superman toy. @ 
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GOKULAM <2. 


SCHOLASTIC 
>, iis 


Jear children, 

With this, we are reaching the end of the Goku » Scholastic Gala Contest. 
Our reader's response is a measure of our success. \. that basis, we can proudly 
state we have been highly successful. Thank you young readers! Our sincere} 
thanks to Ms. Jyothi Swaroop and Scholastic India (P) Ltd. 

ANSWERS TO GALA CONTEST 11 
(Our list of six mistakes) 

1, The Aeroplane 2. Lamp-post 3. Doormat 4. Flowerpot outside the 

window 5. Antlers on the camel 6. Mouse's tail. 
LUCKY WINNERS 
1. KARTHIK RAMAKRISHNAN 3. N.GOWHAR BANU 
Bangalore Tirunelveli 

2. ‘KDIVYA 4. ROHIT G.MASUR 

Delhi Cantt Thane 


RULES AND REGULATIONS 
@ There will be a contest every month. @ Four lucky winners will receive a 
set of books worth Rs.250/- each, from Scholastic India (P) Ltd. @ Fill in 
the form on the next page and mail it to us. @ Strictly for school 
going chiliren. 4 Any number of entries can be sent by 
you, but no photocopies. @ All details asked for in the 
form must be filled in. Entries without complete details 
will be rejected. @ Use a ball point pen to write 
White neatly and clearly. @ The person with an 
‘all-correct’ entry is the winner. If there are more 
than one ‘all-correct’ entries, then the lucky 
winner/s will be decided by 2 draw of lot, from 
‘out of the all correct entries. @ The books will 
be sent to you direct by Scholastic India (Pvt) Ltd. 
‘Their decision with the choice of books is final. 
© The last date for receiving entries for each 
contest will be mentioned in the entry form. 
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4% GOKULAM - CERISE 


GALA CONTEST - 12 


ENTRY FORM 
Last Date : 14.09.2002 














Name 
Age 
School 
Residential 
Address = 
Pin 
Signature sain is : 
Match the titles of these famous poems to their respective poets. 
Title Poet 
1. The History of John Gilpin Lord Macaulay () 
2, The Ancient Mariner H.W, Longfellow 0) 
3. The Pied Piper of Hamelin _Lord Tennyson () 
4. The Lady of Shalott ST. Coleridge cz) 
5. The Song of Hiawatha William Cowper () 
6. On His Blindness Robert Browning tt 
7. The Lotus Rudyard Kipling () 
8. It John Milton ie 3 
9. At the Zoo Toru Dutt () 
10. Horatius AA. Milne (om 
Mail to: | PE ey 
47, Jawaharlal Nehru Road, 
Ekkaduthangal, CHENNAI - 600 097. 
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Story 
Mythology 












ishnu Varman was a poor lad 
N who lived with his foster family 
near the temple of 
Karunambigai* situated on the 
bank of River Ganges. Vishnu had lost 
his parents when he was very young. 
Added to that misery, ‘he was also 
blind. He was brought up by the 
temple priest who looked after him 
well, much like his own son, 


Vishnu helped his father and family 
in whatever way he could, He made 


BLINDING 
BRILLIANCE 


KRISHNAVENI RANGANATHAN 


little he earned, he would hand over 
to his father. The priest loved him 
immensely, 

“Dear son," he would often say, 
"you shall receive the blessings of 
Goddess Karunambigai and will be 
rewarded by her one fine day.” 

Vishnu always replied politely. 
“Father! | am really fortunate to have 
you as my foster father. | only feel 
sad that | am not able to provide you 
much for your old age.” 





beautiful garlands for the 
temple deity. He recited 
the ‘slokas’ in praise of 
the Goddess while his 
father performed the 
pooja. He also guided the 
Visiting pilgrims. around 
the temple. What ever 
* Goddess of Kincess and 


‘compassion seated on a 
thousand petalied /otus, 











ishnu was 
speechless 
for a few 


seconds before 
he regained his 
courage. He now 
knew who the 
person was, He 
began to speak. 

“Mother! As 
your name im- 
plies, you are the 
Goddess of 
kindness and 








t was a full moon day. Vishnu 

was sad and depressed. Taking 

advantage of his blindness, 
someone had stolen the money from 
his little box that he always Kept near 
him, 

“Why should this happen to me? 
| was saving some money to buy a 
good dhothi for my father,” Vishnu 
appealed to the Goddess. Tears rolled 
down his cheeks. 

Vishnu did not fee like going home 
that night. He was too sad. He spread 
his upper garment on one of the steps 
that led to the temple and prepared 
himself to lie down. Feeling very tired, 
he slept at once. 

‘A few hours passed before Vishnu 
was woken up by the smell of a sweet 
fragrance. He also heard the musical 
sound of anklets. He knew someone 
was approaching him. 


compassion. Why 
should | lead such 
a miserable life? | can’t even help my 
parents in their old age. Please help 
me.” 

The Goddess smiled and said, 
“Vishnu! | am very pleased with your 
devotion to your parents. | have come 
here to grant you a boon, Tell me 
what you wish. But, | can grant you 
‘only one wish.” 

Vishnu thought for a minute, Fold 
ing his hands in prayer and prostrat- 
ing before the Goddess he said, “Here 
is my prayer to you. | want to see 
‘my great grandson eating milk and 
honey out of a golden cup sitting on 
the fourth floor of our palace.” 

The Goddess was very pleased 
with Vishnu’s wit and inteligence, She 
Granted him the boon. From then on, 
Vishnu tived happily, helping not only 
his parents and family but also others 
who lived around him. @ 
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Thetonoiseisatimid 9 
animal by nature. Not uy 
only isitharmless buts, 
also protected by na- 
ture from being 
harmed by any one. It 
has a solid shell which 


» 

HIER #7. 
Tn a different episode re- 

TORTOISE? 


houses it and protects it. Greek dramatist Aeschylus (525 to 
However, in July 1981, a 426 B.C.) was wamed by a 
tortoise was sentenced to prophet that he would die ‘of 
death for murder! Tribal el- ‘a blow from the heaven!” 
ders in the Eastern Kenyan The prophet’s words 
Village of Kyuasini sen- ‘came true, when according to 
tenced a tortoise because 4 popular story, an cagle 
they thought that it had dropped a tortoise it wanted to 
caused the death of six devour on the bald and shining 
people through black head of the playwright, thinking 


Pm 


magic! that it was a well polished hard 
However none of the stone. The blow was enough to kill 

frightened villagers him on the spot. 

‘were prepared to risk the Out of the ninety plays 


Aeschylus had written, only 
seven have survived. He is cred- 
ited to have revolutionised the 
techniques of drama. He added a 
second actor to the customory 
solo actor and chorus and thus in- 
troduced dramatic dialogues, in 
Greek dramas. 


‘wrath of the tortoise. Its ex- 
ecution order was not carried 
out, Instead the tortoise was 
chained to a tree. The lucky 
tortoise was released later, 

after the government 
promised a full fledged 
enquiry into the casue of 
the death of the six per- 
sons! 


EXPERIENCE 





[RESCUING 


One afternoon when we had just 
finished our lunch, we found a few 
‘crows circling over the wire in our 
backyard, that was tied for the purpose 
of drying clothes. The wire had a joint 
in the middle and a part of it was 














protruding. A erow was perched near 
this joint and seemed to be in pain, On 
taking a closer look, we found that the 
protruding part of the wire had pierced 
through its wing, The crow in an 
‘attempt to free itself, had twisted its, 
further. We tried to release i 
the help of a stick, but were not 
successful. My father suggested that we 
first cut the wire with the help of a plier, 
Mr. Kumar, my father’s assistant, came 
tohelp. While Mr. Kumar caught hold 
of the crow’s beak with one hand and 
its legs with the other, my father first 
cut the wire on either side of the wing. 
He then gently pulled out the piece of 
wire from its wing, While they did this, 
I stood swinging the stick to keep the 
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TROUBLED CROW 


other crows away. My mother 
cleaned its wound and fed it 
with a few drops of water. It 
then flew away with great 

difficulty, 
~ Sai Deepak, Std.IV, 
Saikor English Medium School, 
Vizianagaram, 


WHAT REACTION? 


‘This interesting incident took 
place when we were attending our 
Chemistry practical class, Our teacher 
was demonstrating some common 
chemical reactions to the excited stu- 
dents in his introductory class. To be- 
gin with, he took a flask filled with 
some clear liquid and exhaled into it, 
‘To our amazement the colour of the 




















liquid turned green, He then asked 
“What do you suppose has caused this 
reaction?” A prompt reply came from 
one of the students - “Bad Breath”, 
‘The whole class burst out into laugh- 
ter. The teacher too had joined in! 

- Abhishek Sisodia, Std. XII, 

S.V.M. Public School, Jaipur. 
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THE BITER 


BITTEN 


alani stood on the third plat- 

id form of the Madurai railway 

station, waiting fora suitable 

person he could cheat to make 
some money. 

He was on some railway platform 
or other every day, looking for dupes. 
This day he had already made 
about fifty rupees by gulling a busi- 
nessman from Coimbatore and two 
others. 

His method of operation was quite 
simple, He approached some reason- 
ably rich looking person waiting for 
‘train, and boldly patted him on the 
back. 


“Hello! Don't you remember 
me?" Palani would ask. 
‘The man would look bewildered. 


“So you forgot your old class mate’ 
Palani would continue, 
‘The man would look embarrassed. 








VASANTHAN 





am sorry..." He would say. “I have 
‘a very poor memory nowadays.” 

“That's allright” Palani would say. 
“You are from..." 

“Srivilliputtur” the man would of- 
fer. “Right” Palani would exclaim. 
“Same school, same class.” 

“You mean C.M.S. High School?” 

“Right. That teacher... What's his 
name... He was really good, 

“The one we called FI? 

“The same” Palani would say and 
‘embrace the man, Then they would 
have a cup of coffee. And after a 
while Palani would confide in the 
man that he was short of money to 
buy a ticket to Chennai. He needed 
only twenty rupees, 

‘The man cannot very well refuse 
after all that school talk, And so 
Palani would be richer by twenty ru- 
pees. 











for a cheat or swindler. When the “Biter” himself is cheated by 
etm, ‘the biter i bit”. Ths is an old English proverb. 
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He made sure never to ask for 
more than twenty or thirty rupees at 
atime. That made his story more be- 
lievable, and easier for the victim to 
pay. So here he was on platform No.3, 
waiting for his next victim. 


uddenly Palani spotted a likely 
candidate for his little 
scheme, The man was tall and 
well-dressed, and seemed to be 
about Palani’s age. 

“Hello!” Patani said brightly. 

‘The man tuned and looked at him. 
“Don't you remember me?” Palani 
asked. 

‘The man stared at him for a long 
time, “So you forgot your old school- 
mate? 

‘The man suddenly smiled. “I re- 
‘member your face” he said. “But I'm 
sorry I don’t remember your name.” 











“Of course. Palani. We were class- 
mates, right? I am Tirupati.” 

Somehow Palani felt a little un- 
easy. This was happening too fast and 
too smoothly. “Kovilpatti, VOC 
Board High School?” Tirupati asked. 

Palani nodded. He was getting a 
little worried. But anyway he went 
ahead. He told his usual story about 
needing thirty rupees to buy a ticket, 
ure, sure” said Tirupati. “What 
is thirty rupees between friends? But 
first let's have something to eat and 
chat about old times.” 

“But it is time for my train” said 
Palani nervously. 

“Where are you going?” 

“Kollam” said Palani, blurting out 
the first name that came to his mind. 

“You have one and a half hours to 
go. Come on.” And Tirupati put his 
arm around the shoulders of a reluc- 
tant Palani and urged him along to 
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the restaurant on the first platform. 


's the waiter came to take their 
should celebrate with a sweet. 
How about rava kesari. 
scared by the turn of events, the men- 
tion of kesari tempted him, and he 
nodded, 

After the kesari it was uppuma and 
then masaal dosas and sambhar 
vadais. By the time coffee was ordered 
Palani was feeling full and at peace 
with the world. 

While they were waiting 
for the coffee Tirupati said, 
“T'll get a newspaper. I 
haven't had a chance to 
read one today.” 

He rose and walked towards the 
magazine stand just outside the restau- 

‘The waiter brought the coffee, and 
Palani started sipping it with great plea- 
coffee to keep it warm. He sat there af- 
ter finishing his coffee. 

‘The bill arrived, but not Tirupati. 

Other people were standing, ready 
to occupy the table when he had fin- 
ished. The waiter hovered over him for 
the payment. 

And ofcourse, he had to pay the bill. 
Fortunately he had just enough money 
to cover the bill! 

Palani never saw Tirupati again.@ 
























SNIPPETS 
Faithful Suitcase 
‘Sarteep Kader wants to eliminate some 
of the drudgery of traveling, He has made a 
suitcase which follows its owner everywhere, 
instead of having to be lugged around. The 
‘case has wheels driven by a battery-pow- 
‘ered motor, and its owner car= 
Ties transmitter that emits 
coded infrared signals. Asen- 
soronthe front ofthe suitcase 
is designed to maximise the 
signal, oitsticks closerto the 
‘ower. The transmitter andthe 
suitcase have matching 





ae * 


‘codes, so that the suitcase follows the right 





owner. 
+ Suresh K. Anjum. 

Believe it or not 
‘The Hendritsen tamily in Norway isthe only 


{family known anywhere with three children 
born on three different leap days: 
Heidi born on Feb 22, 1960, 
lav on Feb 29, 1964 and Leif-Maitin bon 
‘on Feb 29, 1968, 
~R. Prasanna, 
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Today was a sad day at school, Two of my close friends 
Saipun and Ita said they may be dropping out of school if 
their father was unable to find another job soon. You see, 
he lost his job when the painting company he worked for 
closed down due to bad economic conditions. Things have 
not been going too well in Indonesia and children have 
been the worst affected. 

Thope my friends would continue studying though, at 
least with the help of some social service organizations 
that are trying to get the dropped out children back to 
school through their Aku Anak Sekolah campaign. Still 
there are millions of Indonesian children, who have never 













+ dressed in 
traditional 
lathes 


gone to school, working in dangerous 


and bad conditions, in dump 
scavengers, in fishing yards, households 
or markets, They often face all kinds of 
abuse at the work place and many are 
actually forced to work, Some of them 
even beg for a living. I want to help 
them but do not know how. I hope my 
friends Ita and Saipun do not join those 
unfortunate millions. 





8 as 


Even as I was pondering over their 
plight, my mother returned from work. 
She must have travelled by the 
“angkot" or “angkutan kota” (mini 
buses) and was dressed in western 
wear like most Indonesian women. 
We do have traditional clothes that are 
mostly worn in rural areas and during 
celebrations, Actually each region has 
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its own traditional dress in Indonesia 

and I still remember how my little 

brother Sudarsono dressed up in 

traditional Javanese dress the last time 
we had a function in school! 

As [saw my mother taking 
charge of dinner I couldn't help but 
thank God, for my father is doing 
well in his business and my mother 
too works as a teacher in a school, 

So we ate reasonably comfortable. 
‘There are of course very rich people 
and very poor people in our country. 
‘Though we don’t live in a very posh 
neighbourhood like those in Jak 
We are comfortable, have many 
friends living close by and Lam happy 
playing with them, 

informed my mother and went out 
to play with the other girls, We started 
with Lompat Tali (skipping) and also 
Went on to have a game of Bekel and 
Semut while my little brother 
‘Sudarsono played Layang (flying kites), 

jangsing (singing tops) and Kelereng, 
(marbles) with his friends. 

It became suddenly dark as in all 
tropical countries and we returned 
home to do our studies, Later I told 
my brother Sudarsono that I wanted 
to watch Detective Conan on the 
‘TV but as always he fought 
with me wanting to 
see more of Japa- 
nese cartoons, The 
same thing happens when 
‘we want to play electronic 











































games too. He sticks for Play Station 
while I want Nintendo or Sega. 


My mother then called us for 
dinner, which as usual had rice. We also 
had noodles, chicken and “sambal” 
(Chilly sauce) today. Sometimes we 
have fish or eggs for dinner but rice isa 
must, Whatever is the food, we like it 
very spicy. But my friends living in Java 
cannot eat such spicy food. They eat a 
ot of sweets and make fun of this hot 
Padang food that we have in West 
‘Sumatra, In West Java, where my 
cousin lives, people like to eat fresh 
vegetables and fruits. 

Of course like children any where 





else in the world, all of us would love 
to dine at fast foods like McDonalds, 
Pizza Hut or Wendys after spending 
the evening at a Mall! 

As ay down in my bed hearing the 
musical instrument Dangdut, that 
closely resembles Indian music, being 
played on our audio, I thought of my 
father's promise to take us to a 
Wayang show this weekend, which is 
a traditional Indonesian puppet show. 
My eyes closed involuntarily and my 
last thoughts before dozing off were 
about Ita and Saipun. 

~ Radhika Sasankh 
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Kashmiri Folk Tale 


ANKITA SHREERAM 





any years ago, a man from a Kisan Lal 
village in the plains of north Moti Lal ved in the region of hills and 
India, went further north to be valleys where fruits and flowers of every 


the guest of his friend, This kind grew in abundance. He had a lovely 
friend was called Moti Laland the guest house with pretty lattioed windows. It was, 
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spring when Kisan Lal arrived. Kisan was 
simply enchanted. 

To welcome his friend, Moti Lal 
ordered a grand feast. The earthenware 
platters filled with brightly coloured food 
presented a pretty sight. On one dish 
stood delicious looking rice cooked in 
saffron. Poultry cooked in a variety of 
ways filled a number of plates. 
Vegetables, fruits and sweets completed 
the fare, 

Lunch began and as his friend tasted 
all the dishes served before him, Moti 
waited eagerly for words of praise. 
Imagine his disappointment when Kisan 
said, “The meal was wonderfully cooked. 
But the feasts served in our village | feel 
are better.” 

Moti La's disappointment was great and 
he spent a restless afternoon. Probably the 
feasts of the fertile plains were more 
elaborate he thought, He summoned his 
‘cooks and ordered them to cook dinner on 
a grander scale. There was a great hustle 
and bustle in the kitchen as the delicacies 
Were prepared one after another. Special 
‘meat dishes cooked in curd, savouris with 
the flavour of mint, spioy delicacies and 
kebabs occupied the center of the table, 
These were surrounded by saffron rice with 
fifteen varieties of vegetables. On a separate 
table, fruits, luscious and ripe made a 
fascinating picture. On yet another table 
‘ore set plates of mouth-watering sweets 
covered with silver paper. The grand fare 
was set before the friend and Moti Lal 
waited in agonizing silence. 


ith the great variety of food 
served, dinner took a long 
time, Atlastthe friend spoke, 


“Today your food, dear Moti, 
‘was fit for the table of a King. But stil, 
itcannot compare with the feasts | have at 




















home,” 

Moti Lal nearly dropped down in 
disappointment. What were the feasts in his 
friend's village like? How lavish were they 
thatthe rch fare of his valley could not even 
compare with them? The next morning he 
decided that he would serve the best food 
that he could ever offer. He hurriedly 
engaged another cook, who was known 
throughout the valley for the delicacies he 
cooked, 

Lunchtime arrived and the servants 
hurried forward to place plate after plate of 
delicacies before the guest. Lunch was 
eaten in silence. Moti Lal himself could 





hardly relish it in sotto of the 
excellent food served before 
him, for he was impatient to 
‘know what his frend had to 
say today. He nervously bit 
his fingernaiis when the 
turned to speak to him. "I would 
really have said that the food today 
\was incomparable had I not tasted the 
feasts at home." Moti Lal silently 
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acknowledged defeat. Eventually, isan Lal 
went away. 


ars rolled away. One winter, Mati 

Lal decided to leave his 

snowbound region for a while 

to enjoy the warmer climate of 

the plains. He decided to visit his friend. 

Itwould bea good opportunity he felt, to 

taste the famous feasts of Kisan’s village. 

Kisan Lal was delighted to see his friend 

after so many years. “Do tarry and rest 

here a while,” he said and Moti Lal 
willingly accepted. 

That evening Moti Lal spent the hours 
in great expectation. Dinner was served. 
A servant brought in two plates. Rotis, a 
bow! of curd, salad, dal and a plate of 
vegetables was all that had been served. 
Than the servant departed. 

Moti Lal waited 
expectantly. His friend 
turned to him and said, 
“Please start your & 
meal.” Moti Lal eae 

guiped down the /& 

food without 2 
word. He told 
himself to be 
patient. Surely, 
























tomorrow the delicacies of the village 
would be served to him he thought. 

A week passed but the food served 
to him was the same everyday-rotis, 
curd, dal, salad and one or two 
vegetables. Finally the day of his 
departure arrived. Still, there was no 
change in the food. Moti Lal could no 
longer stay quiet. He asked, “Friend, 
when you came to stay with me, no 
matter how rich the food | served to you, 
you always said that the food there 
couldn't stand comparison with the 
tood of your village. Your village | find 
has no feast to offer. How then can you 
dispute the superiority of the food 
‘served in our valley?” 

Kisan Lal looked at Moti with surprise 
‘and some amusement. Then he hugged him 

‘and said, “When did | say that the 
food of my village was richer than 
yours? We of this village, are 

‘simple people and our tastes 
‘and habits too are simple. We 
work hard in our fields and 
eat simple but nourishing 
food. This is the secret of 
our health and 
prosperity. The food 
you served me 
was too rich to be 
ourishing. It 
must have also 
cost you a great 
deal. What is 
| the use of such 
| food?" 
| Moti Lal had to 
acknowledge the 
| strength of his 
‘friend's arguments. 


He returned home 
) @ changed 
mane 





















































ae COLOUR THIS TALL SCENE. 
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ie that the animal or bird ASSN 
thai you want to draw bas eyebrows, 


Aw ~, cheeks etc, just as we humans do. Modity a 
-/= these appropriately to get desired effec. ‘O. g 
= This is the Beginning of ‘animation’. Can 
you see the similarity in expression 
between the human and animal faces? 
Remember: 


iemember: = 
* Whiskers too convey a lot of 
emotions! 


* You can also dress the animals! 
(a * Always maintain the natural stance of animals. 













SERIAL 


‘ANIC AT HOME 


he grand parents were unaware 
that the children were in a cave 
onthe cliff and in danger. They 

were having their morning coffee. 

“Twonder what they mean by“ tho, 
tho, tho,” said Patt, “Poor Leela does 
the bidding of others whenever these 
words are mentioned.” 

Thatha smiled, “It must be some 
kind of blackmail,” said Thatha. 

* Yes, but what does it mean?” asked 
Patti 

‘Thatha just shrugged his shoulders. 
“Tdon’t know” he said, 

“They will be returning anytime now. 
Let me go and get their breakfast ready. 
‘They will be as hungry as wolves,” she 
said, disappearing into the kitchen, 

‘Thatha picked up the newspaper and 
started reading. 

“Have they come back?" asked Patti 
rom the kitchen, “I thought I heard 
them.” 


A HOLIDAY 
ADVENTURE 


RADHA PADMANABHAN 





“'No," said Thatha, “Not yet.” 
He then looked at his watch 





and said, 
though,” 

‘They waited awhile and started to 
get anxious, Then they headed for the 
beach. The children were not at the 
usual place. They went to the shore and 
looked left and right. They could not 
see them, Some fishermen whom they 
knew were unloading fish 

“Did you see some children playing 
here on the beach?” Thatha asked. 

* No,” said one of the fishermen. 
“We used to see them everyday but not 
today. We were here all morning and 
we would have seen or heard 
something, We were fishing close to the 
shore.” 

“Lhope...L hope..,.they are not.. 
said Patti, and started to weep. 

“Don't panic,” Thatha consoled 
Patti “If they had gone wading in the 
water they would have left their 
footwear behind, And they haven't. 


ie they came back 
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“Then where are they? "asked Pati Thatha asked the 
“They might have gone to the tourist market fishermen. 

outside The Golden Sands.” ‘One of them pointed 
‘The Golden Sands was a large resort that had in in the direction of the 

the last few years become very popular tourist spot. cliff. 
“Whatever for?” asked Patti ts too steep for us to 
“Well, because you get the most attractive climb,” said Thatha 

handicrafts there from all over India. Maybe, Kamala “Let's go and get some 





wanted to buy herself something.” help.” 
But Patti was not convinced. “They would have _ SO they went home, 
told us if they were going there,” she said. got into a car and drove 


“They've always wanted to. I's close by 
‘They might have suddenly made up their 
minds to go there instead of playing on the 
beach,” said Thatha. 


he grandparents headed for the 

market. A group of five children 

would be easy to spot. The market 
had anumber of temporary shacks. Beautiful 
handloom garments in bright attractive 
colours, artificial jewellery and handicrafts 
from artisans all over India made it shopper's 
paradise. So they looked into every little shop 
but drew a blank, 

‘Suddenly Patti said, “I heard the children 
mumble about alittle cove on the beach and 
they grew silent when they saw me. I didn’t 
think much about it at that time.” 

“Well, they are not here so let's go back to 
the beach and search for the cove,” said 
hatha, 

(On the way back they went home hoping 
against hope they would hear the laughter and 
chatter of the children. But the house was 
silent. They proceeded to the beach. It had 
become hot and the sands scorched their feet. 
‘They were nowhere on the sea shore. 

‘Where were they? Where was this cove if 
ever there was one? 

“Is there a cove anywhere near here?” 





station, Thatha told the 
policeman about the 
missing grandchildren, 

“We can't leave our 
posts and go looking for 
lost children,” said the 
policeman in charge of 
the station. “I sympathise 
with you but if leave this 
place I might lose my 
job.” 

Patti's heart sank and 


im 





idly she started to pray. “Let my dear ones be 
fe, let my dear ones be safe, she said to herself 
over and over again, She couldn't think, she couldn't 
make any suggestion. It was as ifshe were paralysed. 

“Tsn'tit your job to find missing children?" Thatha 
asked a little angrily and desperately. 

‘No it's not,” said the policeman. “During the 
season I get many such complaints. Idon't take them 
seriously because children are children and roam 
about here and there, Parents panic often for no reason 
thinking that they are lost. I'm sure they will turn up. 
Besides Idon’t have the time to go in search of missing 

















children,” he said, 

‘Then what do 1 do? Whom do I 
ask?” Thatha asked. “I don’t know,” 
said the policeman losing interest. 

“Let's go to The Golden Sands,” 
said Thatha. “I know the Manager and 
he is sure to help us.” As they drove 
away the policeman said to the others 
“imagine allowing children to play by 
themselves on the beach!” 

So they drove to the hotel and asked 
to see Mr. Ramesh, the Manager. 

“What can I do for you?” asked 
Ramesh. 

Thatha told Mr. Ramesh about his 
missing grandchildren, and of the 
possibility of their being ina cove. He 
requested Mr, Ramesh to send a search 
party to the cove, saying that the 
approach to it was something that both 
he and Patti could not negotiate. “Of 
course! I'll send for my coast guards at 
once," said Mr Ramesh, 


on, three young men , well built 

and sturdy, arrived and were 

told of the missing children. 

“We know the way up the cliff and 

down it and we will help you get up 

there." They seemed cheerful and con- 
fident. 

So they set off in a carto the beach, 


“No one really goes into 
the cove,” sai 


‘one of the 

Yi coast guards. “There's 
nothing there.” 

They reached the cliff. 

\y TWo of the guards held the 

|B hands of the grandparents 

“and helped them to climb up, 

“Take care,” said one of the guards. 
“The shrubs here are full of red ants, 
especially in this season when they make 
nests in leaves.” 

He showed them one such nest. 
Four leaves of a shrub were neatly stuck 
together to forma kind of hollow. Ants 
‘were busy crawling in and out of them, 
How interesting, Patti thought, nests 
built of leaves, and then her mind went 
back to the missing children and she 
began to feel desperate again. 

At last they reached the top of the 
cliff. Itwas a wide cove and they looked 
down at the waves which washed into 
it. There was no one there. 

Patti's heart sank. “There's no one 
here either. Let’s go,” said Thatha, 

“Wait, wait! I see something on a 
shrub. It’s Leela’s cap,” said Patti. 

“Where, where?” asked Thatha 
looking all over the cliff, 

“There, there,” she said pointing out. 
“It’s red in colour.’ 

‘The guards were about to climb 
down to investigate, when the strangest 
of sights greeted all of them. It was one 
of relief. But it was also fraught with 
great danger. Anything could happen 
any minute. Would it? 

‘To be concluded... 





conuan QR serensen soot 









CREATIVE CORNER 


Materials re- 
An old 


SHUTTLECOCK 
DOLL 


3. Glue the wool to the 
top of the round surface 
(head) for hair. (You 
may also braid the 
hair or glue on a hat 
or tiny paper 
flowers) 
4, Make the eyes 
and mouth with black 
1, Apply white paint on the round paint, Your doll is ready! 
surface of the shuttlecock. Let it dry. 





quired 
shuttlecoc! 
wool for hair, A 
piece of cloth for the dress 
(length of the feathered 
part of the shuttle cock), 
glue, paints, brush, 





Method: 


2, Wrap the feathered part of the ~ Sneh Pradhan, 
shuttlecock with the cloth piece to Class VIII, 
make the dress and glue the ends of M.H.M.S. (south end), 


the cloth. Kolkatta, 
BUDDING CHEF 


CORN KABABS = 























Ingredients: goram masala, chilies, 
Coriander, bread and 
Fresh Corn toll 
1.Cup 


3. Add the milk and 
knead into a dough, 
4, Make — small 


Garam 
Masala : 2 tsps, 
Green Chillies 
(chopped) : 2 
Coriander 
(chopped) 
Bread : a few 
slices 


5,Heat the oll. ry 
the kababs and 
serve hot with to- 
mato sauce or 


chutnoy. 
Salt to toste. i 

Milk for bind Aci Rama 

ing and Oil for Gheniton, 

frying, , 


Fr. Angel 
Method: 











Each of these 
wots as MAY IDE 
prize of R5.75/- 

Leaving the staff TEACH E Re 
room thoughtfully, 


Arriving in the class room actively, 
Being welcomed by students 
warmly, 
‘Walking up to the board majestically, 
Holding the chalk artistically, 
Explaining sincerely, 
Lecturing impressively, 
Speaking the language correctly, 
Asking questions frequently, 
Correcting errors minutely, 
Valuing answers objectively, 
Guiding students to shine brightly, 
Understanding them lovingly, 
‘Treating one and all equally, 
‘Smiling at children naturally, 
Getting angry only occasionally, 
Analysing all situations practically 
and 
Leaving the class room gently, 
Is what an ideal teacher should "be 








-M.Y. Pratyusha, Std.VIII, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Kolar Gold Field. 





‘Teachers play a vital rote in our 
student lives. Great teachers always 
leave a deep impression on our heart, 
which remains long after we leave 
school. 

‘They not only impart knowledge but 
also help in moulding our personal 
‘making us good citizens of India, 

My ideal teacher would be a 








practical, i il 


and understanding person. She would 
encourage us to think for ourselves, to 
analyze and solve our problems. She 
would foster curiosity and 
inquisitiveness in her students, helping 
them to imbibe knowledge through 
questioning and exploring. A good 
teacher would motivate her students 10 
achieve excellence in her subject 
through constant encouragement. 
‘Thus an ideal teacher. in my opi 
should be friend, counselor and guide, 
who would open up new vistas of 
knowledge and make the process of 
learning an exciting journey 
- Nandini Swaminathan, 
Std. IX, Summerfield School, 
Gurgaon, Haryai 














Education can be defined as the all 
round development of a student. A 
teacher must be able to achieve this in 
her students, Here is an incident : 

Once, a classmate of mine brought 
an expensive calculator to school, Her 
uncle had presented this to her on her 
birthday. While checking her bag during 
the last period, she found it to be 
missing. Suspecting that someone had 
stolen it, she reported the loss to our 
class teacher. 

‘Our teacher enquired each and ev- 
ery child in the class, but no one con- 
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fessed. Nothing more 
happened that day. The 
next morning, our 
teacher asked my class- 
‘mate who had lost the cal- 
¥ culator to come forward, 
and paid a certain amount 
of money from her purse to 
her. She then said, “Ihave 
failed in my duty as 2 
teacher, I have not pro- 
duced a single, honest 
student.” 
This statement of 
hers drove the student 
who had stolen it, to 
‘own up. 
~ TS.Swathi, 
Std.IX, Vivekananda 
Educational Centre, 


<9 












should 

+ be understanding, 
kind-hearted and soft- 
spoken 

+ encourage students 
to participate in discus- 
sions 

*never beat or scold 
any student without 
valid reasons 

mingle freely with 
children and develop 


friendship 
+ be punctual so that 
the same — habit 





TEACHER PROFILE - CONTEST RESULTS 








develops in his students 

+ emphasize the role of the parents 

in a student's life and the respect they 

deserve 

+ hightight the role and importance 

of students in moulding a prosperous 

country and help them understand their 
duties and responsibilities, 

- V. Kaushik Subramanian, 

Std IV, T.VS.Lakshmi Matric, 

Madurai, 





Ann ideal teacher is one who inspires 
her students by setting examples herself, 
*Valuesare not taught, but are caught,” 
said Bal Gangadhar Tilak. It was said 
of Kant, a German teacher, that people 
used to correct their watches by closely 
following his daily routine, 

An ideal teacher is the master of his 
subject anda store house of knowledge 
with up-to-date information. Its rightly 
said, “those who dare to teach should 
not cease to learn.” 

‘An ideal teacher must be like a torch 
light locating the hidden talents of 
students and helping them to develop 
those talents. 

Besides imparting information an 
ideal teacher should act as.a guide and 
8 friend and correct the students when 
they goastray. It would be really nice if 
‘our country is blessed with such ideal 
teachers. Then, If God came to me and 
asked what I needed most, my answer 
would be “a teacher.” 

). Jerusha, Std. IX, Vani 

Vidyalaya, Mumbai. 











Some famous teachers : 0 Aristotle © S. Radhakrishnan 
© Julius Nyerere © Bal Gangadhar Tilak © Immanuel Kant 






ANAND P, 

Std X, Model B.H.S.S. 
Thiruvananthapuram, 
NITHU JAMES 

Std IX, Ladyhill Victoria 

Girls HS, Mangalore. 


GOKULAM 
ART GALLERY 





SHASHANK C, 
Std VI, Canara High 
School, Mangalore. 


‘Abhishek Chandra 


M,) School, 
Std Vill, CHS (E. 
Burdwan, West Bengal. 


nupama was a brilliant student 

studying for her tenth standard 

board exams, ‘Anu’ as she was 

popularly called by her friends 

and teachers, never neglected her 
studies, 

Anu’s parents were not so literate, but 
Were very encouraging. They wanted 
their daughter to have the best 
education possible, Anu, on her part, 
understood their economic status 
and adjusted well. She did 
Not place unnecessary 
demands on her \ { 
Itt) 
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L. PRAVEEN KUMAR 





‘The day of the final exams was fast 
approaching. Anu worked as hard as 
ever. She aimed for a rank. She was 
aware of the high hopes reposed on her 
by her peers and well wishers and was 
all the more determined not to let them 
down, 


The languages, science and 
social papers were a cake 
walk for Anu. The most 





{ So; 


dreadful thing 
happened on the 

last day of the 
‘exams. It was Math, 

‘While answering the 
Math paper, she 
could not answer a three mark 
problem because she had 

forgotten the formula! Having 
answered al other questions, Anu 
tried hard to recollect the formula, 
However much she tried, she was simply 
‘otableto remember it. Anu fet miserable, 
‘She almost burst into tears, It was then that 
‘Anu happened to see the formula underlined 
in red pencil on her friend's answer sheet! 

‘Anu seemed to remember itall,She was 
tempted to write the answer, AMter al, she 
‘was not copying the entire answer, Se had 
only seen the formula, that too not 
intentionally, only accidentally. 

Anu's conscience pricked her. 
Something told her she was not thinking 
‘on right lines. if she did work out this 
problem now, it would not have been done 
with her own efforts, She could not do that 
although, she was fully aware it might cost 
her a rank. Anu handed over her answer 
sheet and walked out of the hall. 

‘When Anu went home, she narrated 
‘everything to her parents. Her parents 
consoled her and explained to her that she 
had followed the right path. They were 
proud of their daughter they said, 









n the day the results were 
‘announced, Anu and her parents 
were tense and anxious, As they 
entered school, they found a crowd 
Waiting outside her class. The principal was 
there too, with a bouquet in her hand, 
Handing over the bouquet to Anu she said, 
“We are proud of you. You have brought 
‘reat glory to this insttition by bagging @ 
rank in your Board Exams, Not only that, 
you have stood first in schoo! and have 
scored maximum marks in all subjects but 
‘Math. You have lost three marks there, The 
trustees on the Board are very proud of you, 
People from the television and print media 
are already waiting at our office to speak to 
you. They want you to say a few words.” 
Back home, Anu hugged her parents 
with tears of joy in her eyes. "Thank you, 
‘mom and dad. | would never have made it 
but for your encouragement and 
blessings... 
“You followed the right path Anu, We 
are proud of you. 
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Name : Shaleen Kumar 
Srivastava 

Age: 14 

Address : C-3-19/95 Sector-1. 
ONGC Colony CBD Belapur, Navi 
Mumbai - 400614 

Hobbies : Reading Gokulom. 
writing articles and poems, 
watching quiz programmes on 
TV, making pen friends and sing- 
ing songs. 








Name : M. Manjusha 

Age: 13 

Address : 5. Satyavani Muthu 
Nagar, Chrompet, Chennai - 600 
044, 

Hobbies: Reading novels ond 
comics, playing and cycling. 


Name : Vinay Pal Singh 

Age: 14 

Address: 8-594, _Y.V.8-1, 
N.T.P.C., Korba Chattisgarh - 
495450 

Hobbies: Collecting pictures, 
playing cricket. reading books 
and making friends. 


Name: Anup Kumar Lath 
Age: 15 
Address : C/55,B. Market Com- 
plex, Bargarh-768028 (Orissa) 
Hobbies: Swimming. playing 
table tennis and cricket, collect- 
ing stamps, coins/currencies, 
reading. drawing, and making 








‘Adress :10-3- 
90. “PRATIBHA‘ 
Maqdhum 


CP. 
Marg. 

Bellampalli 
504251 

Hobbies: Col- 
lecting stamps 
‘and coins, read- 
ing books, gar- 
ening, playing 
games and lis- 
fening tomusic, 


Office 





Name : 

Yornuna Thirumalai 

Age: 13 

Adchess : No 4/1 MES Key Per- 
sonnel Quaters, 

‘Gongadhara Chetty Road, 

Bangalore - 560 042. 

Hobbies : Reading story books 
‘and Gokulam, singing and playing 
badminton. 





‘Adress : No. 35/54 Bosuvaian 
Street, Oldwashermenpet, 
Chennai - 600021. 

Hobbies : Singing, dancing, 
Painting, stamp collecting, cook- 
ing. watching T.V., reading 
‘Gokulam and making friends. 
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Fey! Look! Who isd 
‘that strange 
creature? 





Ayes. ty grandtather | \/alreureeof sen 
as told me that man 

the most intelligent 

sreature on earth. 








































Kindly take us with Jean carry you on 
youto your village. 
We shall serve you, 


Certainly. However, 
first tell me what 
each of you can do, 














Tean help you milena) 


plough your ‘only bark, What shall 








The animals began their journey 
to the village along with man. 





Hal Ac last! 
Our problems 
are solved, 







doggy. You don't 
know any work, 
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‘One week's time 
then. You must prove 


yourself within that 











That night after everyone 
hhad fallen asleep ~ 












‘And s0 the dog barked loudly. The farmer 


‘The farmer allowed the dog 
woke up on hearing the dog bark. 


to0 to live with him, 
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THE TREE OF 


TROUBLE 


ANURADHA KHATI RAJIVAN 





ittle Mina was growing into a meal Mina!" her mother scolded, 

plump five year old. Her watching her eat the rolied up otis loaded 

appetite was increasing by with butter and dipped in dal! “But | 

leaps and bounds. While her haven't had any rice yet!” Mina protested. 

mother wondered about it, her And so she ate on -- some rice, more 
father said it was a normal part of dal, vegetables and curd. After all this, 
‘growing up. when the others had a banana each, Mina 

Mina loved to eat. The problem was easily polished off four in one sitting! 
‘not junk food. She loved All Food like -Mina’s classmates marveled at her 
tice and rotis, bananas and mangoes, =~ 
daal and vegetables, milk and curd. She 
would eat a mango so clean that the seed 
would look white with a just alittle hairy 
fibre on it. Not just the juicy flesh, she 
would even chew up and swallow the 
skin! Except for the peels, an orange. 
would be finished clean, including the 
white fibres, skin and seeds! Apples 
would be all gone in no time atall- seeds, 
and core included! 

In short, Mina ate virtually anything 
that could be chewed, from rose petals 
to tender bits of grass. Mina was getting 
fatter and fatter. 

Mina’s parents could not control her 
eating. “Five rotis are quite enough fora 





capacity. This only encouraged her. Those 
who did not like what was in their lunch 
boxes and wanted to avoid being scolded 
at home simply asked Mina, She was 
more than willing to clean out their lunch 
boxes! Naturally she was rather popular 
among the fussy eaters of her class! 
One vacation Mina’s cousin, Kabir, had 
come to spend the holidays with her, 
Kabir was eight, When he saw Mina eat, 
he was impressed by her appetite, But 
he also saw that it was @ problem, The 
chairs on which Mina sat complained to 
him, The flowers and trees begged him 
to do something. He heard Mina’s mother 
worrying about it. “She is going to fall 
seriously ill one of these days!” At first 
the doctor had thought that it might be 
worms. Thay had even de-wormed her 
and got her stools tested, But no, there 
was no such problem, Mina was fit and 


fine. And, when Kabir asked her how 
come she ate so much, she just replied 
“L really don't know! Why does everyone 
ask me such things?" 


ne afternoon the two of them 

were playing in the garden. 

They came across a rather 

plump and shiny apple lying 

under a bush, “Strange!” 

thought Kabir, "I wonder how this 
apple got here!" 

“Who cares! Let's eat if," said Mina 
and scrunched a huge juicy bite out of it 
before handing it over to Kabir for a bite 
saying, "Your turn!” 

But Kabir was not hungry, Besides he 
was also a little suspicious about the 
apple. So Mina continued to eat it all up 
by herself. Starting from the outside she 
ot closer to the core, Suddenly a silvery 





musical voice 
seemed to say 
inside her head, 
“Hey, — Mina! 


Don't chew up 
the seeds. Why 
don't you try and 


swallow a couple 
of them whole!” 

So Mina 
swallowed a few 
seeds without 
chewing them, » 

“Now you are |—--nees 
in real trouble, 

Mina!" declared Kabir with a naughty 
arin. 
Why?" 

“You swallowed a seed whole! It will 
soon start to grow into a tree! Right there 
in your stomach! In fact it must have 
started growing already because these are 
magic apples!” 

Mina was aghast! What fit was true? 
‘And why was Kabir’s voice different? 
Sure enough she started to feel 
something moving in her stomach. 

“And then the tree will grow taller 
inside you. The branches - they'll grow 
‘out of your ears and nose and may even 
‘grow out of your mouth! Long, leaty, 
green, branches!" continued Kabir in his 
new voice. 

“Ohno!” cried Mina, looking more and 
more terrified. “I don't think I'l be able 
to eat after that!" 

“What about school? How will | go to 
school?" worried poor Mina, stuffing her 
hand into her mouth wondering how to 
bring out the seeds she had swallowed 
whole! 





“I don't know, Probably you'll have to 
hold your hands up stiffly to support the 





branches!” replied Kabir in his normal 





Mina’s lower lip thrust itself out. She 
Was near tears! She was terrified, but did 
riot want to cry in front of Kabir, What 
was that? She was already feeling 
twinges in her chest and throat. It was 
Growing inside her ~ it was that terrible 
tree! It had started to grow! Sure enough 
there was a distinct scratchy feeling in 
her throat. In no time at all the tree 
seemed to have reached up! 

“Ate you feeling OK?” asked Kabir, 
looking at Mina make all kinds of faces 
in terror. 

“How can | feel OK when this tree of 
trouble is growing inside me? | think it 
has reached my neck already! Is there a 
way to kill this tree?” wailed Mina, no 
longer able to control hersalt. 

“Don't you know we should not 
damage the environment? | thought you 
liked trees and plants!" 

“1 do! Or | did. But now I'm not so 
sure! | sure don't like them in the wrong 
places! Inside me for example! Why, | 
might even die!” 

“Yes, you might. Perhaps you will 
burst! I've never seen anyone burst!” 
laughed Kabir. 


eee | 






“Hey!” he said suddenly. “I seea branch 
in your left ear! Look up! Let me see up 
your nose! Yes, there are two of them! One 
‘rom each nostril! How exciting!” 

‘Sure enough there were apple tree 
branches peeping out of her ears! Mina 
could fee! them. Surprisingly she could 
breathe, walk and talk freely. Mina did not 
feel heavy or choked up. There was no 
pain at all, As she got used to the idea 
she even started to fee alittle special. 

“But” she said, "I can't go home like 
this! My parents will never believe this. 
It sure isa terrible tree of trouble!” 

Kabir just shrugged. “Perhaps they 
won't notice. Grown ups often miss out 
exciting happenings!” It was indeed 
exciting in a strange and fascinating way, 

The branches continued to grow. 
Soon there were pretty apple blossoms 
all over the tree. As Kabir marveled at 
the sight, Mina grew increasingly curious, 
She forgot her anxiety and explored the 
branches with their blossoms. It did not 
take long for the blossoms to turn into 
‘green apples, How lovely they looked! As 








Farhan: Pramod has promised to 
give me a ring, 
‘Anish: A golden ring or a diamond 


ring? 
Parhan: A telephone ring! 
=M. Azeez, 
Std XII , C.M.H.S.School, 
Erode. 
a = 





the apples ripened before their very eyes, 
Kabir picked a shiny, juicy looking one. 
“Why don't you try and taste your own. 
apple?” he teased Mina, offering itto her. 
“Why not?" thought Mina taking the 
apple, “Afterall things could not get any 
more complicated.” 


ust as she bit into it, a tiny, green 
Creature jumped out from inside the 
pple, It was no bigger than a finger. 
“Thanks for releasing me! 
‘Thank you Minal” the creature seemed 
tosay. It did not actually speak, but could 
make itself understood perfectly - 
something lke transmitting its thoughts 
into Mina’s head. But the voice - it was 
the same silvery, musical voice! 
‘Who are you?" asked Mina and Kabir 
together, quite intrigued. 

1 am the green fairy. | was trapped 
inside the cycle of life because | was 
naughty and did not obey nature's rules! 
But now my punishment is over! Thanks 
for swallowing the seed and allowing it 
to grow! You have helped to set me free!” 
it replied and started to tly away, 

“Hey! Not 80 fast!” said Kabir trying to 
Grab the green fairy, "We want to know 
more! After all you nearly scared my 
cous 

“Did 1? | rather thought it was you, 
you know, who tried to scare her! 
Anyway, sorry Mina, You will stop being 
‘voracious eater now! You'll be lke other 
five year olds! Thanks for everything!" 

“Wait! You must tell us morel Are you 
a girl or a boy?" asked Mina. 

“| don't know! Both, | suppose!” 
tinkled the creature as it vanished. The 
tree of trouble inside Mina vanished too! 
Mina was free! 

But was she? Was Kabir? They had 
plenty to think about! 















A DISGRACE 


Child marriage is a 
curse to any society. Al- 
though our govern- 
‘ment is taking steps to 
abolish child mar- 
riage, it is still pre~ 
dominantly prevalent 
in many villages of our 
country. Here’s an in- 
cident 

I live with my 
‘grandparents and visit 
my parents who live in 
4 village during my 
holidays. I have a 
friend named Chitra who lives in the 
same village, During my last visit, she 
brought sweets for me saying that she 
had passed her tenth standard exams. 

T was at first surprised when she 
brought more sweets the next day. This 











VIEWPOINT 


surprise changed into 
ashock when I heard 
that she was engaged 
and was to get mar- 
ried in a month's time! 
I spoke to her parents 
about this and tried to 
convince them that 
E child marriage was a 
fi sin. However, they 
were firm and said 
that the groom was 
rich and wealthy and that their daugh- 
ter should be lucky to be married into a 
rich family! 
Isn't this a disgrace? 
-¥.R. Rajashree, Std.X, Sri 
Akilandeswari Vidyalaya, Trichy. 





BE PRUDENT 

Aimong the antistic expressions, a 
smile or laugh isthe noblest expression 
of human spirit, Laughing ean make all 
sorrows of man vanish. The decade be~ 
ginning 1990, gave birth to laughter 
clubs where people got together to 
crack jokes and share humourous ex- 
periences. It is a fact that laughing 
‘makes a person tension free and keeps 
himhealthy. 

However, there are two sides to any 
coin. Is it necessary to have in this ig- 
noble world, laughter clubs for laugh- 
ing? Should not laughter and humour 
be spontaneous and part of us always? 

Also, it is clearly mentioned in 





‘Ayurveda, the Indian medical science, 
that too much laughter is not good for 
‘human health! 


What's the final message then? 
“Have a hearty laugh when you feel like 
Jaughing and when it is necessary. Be 
prudent when you fee! that the situa- 

tion is to be faced with sincerity. 
= Ankita D, Patil, Std, X, 
Dombivilli, Thane 
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THE 
LIFESAVING 


he phone bell rang again. 
With shivering hands, the 
commissioner picked up 
the receiver. A gruff voice 
at the other end spoke, “So, what 
have you people decided? Want me 
to blow up the forty-storied build- 
ing? Or are you ready to pay the 
price? I'll call again in the next 
one hour. Better make up your 
mind”. With that he hung up. 

Over the last three hours, there 
had been three such anonymous 
calls- this being the fourth one. All 
the while the caller spoke for less 
than a minute, so the calls were 
untraceable. 

The commissioner, Mr. Jonathon 
Doyle, N.Y-P.D. (New York Police 
Department), had already called up 
the bomb squad. They were all 
ready and seated in the conference 
room of the police department, 
waiting for the commissioner. He 
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entered the room, tense, anxiety 
written all over his face. 

He seated himself and spoke, 
“There have been four calls in the 
last four hours from an anonymous 
caller who claims that eight bombs 
have been set up at the forty - sto- 
ried City-hall building right here in 
New York. The bomber demands 
three hundred million dollars to be 
delivered before 12’o clock; else 
he'll blow up the whole place. He 
would be calling shortly...”, and 
with that the phone bell ranj 

‘The commissioner once again 
answered. The bomber threatened: 
“I want three hundred million dol- 
lars in hundred dollar bills, to be 
delivered at the mansion located on 
Park street, before 12°o clock. If 
any policemen are seen nearby, I 
will not hesitate to blow up the 
building and don't you meddle 
with my device. It took me three 
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years, whole three years, to design 
those eight bombs and there is no 
way they can be diffused. They can 
be made inert only by one code 
and that is with me. Don’t make 
yourself responsible for the disas- 
ter.” 














The building had already been 
evacuated and all the emergency 
service units were waiting in readi- 
ness. Being New Year's eve, it 
would be impossible to clear off the 
entire surroundings. Yet the dan- 
gerous fact was that there were a 
few gas stations lo- 
cated within twenty- 
five meters of the 
building. Moreover, 
the building was lo- 
cated in the most 
densely populated re- 





gion of New York city with about 
twenty-five other buildings situated 
very close by. In case the bomb went 
off, not only would the building col- 
lapse, but also the whole area would 
become an inferno. 


y the time the bomb squad 
members had a picture of 
the situation and gathered 
at the ground floor of the 

building, it was already ten. Hale 

Chrisdone, N.Y.P.D, Cop and 

spoke to the 

commissioner 
on the site, 
“Sir, we have 
less than two 
hours left. It 
would be im- 
possible to 
search the 
whole build- 



















ing within this 
time. The 
bomb could 


be anywhere. So the best thing is, 
keep the money ready. In case we 
fail to trace the bomb within the 
next one hour, deliver the sum. But 
make sure that the bomb will be 
diffused.” With that he gave orders 
to his men to take charge of the 
floors and search, The commis- 
sioner cleared up the area and re- 
turned back to the department. 

In the next one-hour, the men 
searched all over the building, but 
without much success, Hale called 
upon the architects and engineers 
who had designed the building. He 
questioned them on various details 
of the building, to which the chief 
architect replied, “The building 
was completed just five years ago 
and has its own shopping complex 
and garage, The complete structure 
is supported by eight pillars...” 

At that point Hale looked up. He 
immediately dialed up the commis 
sioner and asked, “Sir, did the 
bomber say there were eight bombs 
on the building?” The commis- 
sioner agreed. Hale spoke hastily, 
“Sir, I think I have located the 
bombs. The architect says that 
there are eight pillars supporting 
this whole building. The only way 
to blow up the whole structure 
would be by destroying its founda- 
tion, Tam sure that the bombs are 
located below the building. I'm go- 
ing to check them out right now, 
He called up the whole squad im- 
mediately and they all marched 
down to the basement of the build- 
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PUZZLES 
ARIDDLE... A RIDDLE... 
1. A potato ora sieve 
2. Well 
3. Reflection in a mirror 


WORD CIRCLES 
1. Porridge 2. Truthful 3. Majestic 
4, Elephant 5. Alchemic 6, Original 
7. Hopeless 8. Overdone 9. Cupboard. 
WORD SECTOR 


1, Alert 2. Doubt 3. Coast 4, Point 
5, Boast 6, Fault 7. Limit 8, Digit 


SE 


ing. 

After a protracted search, what 
the men saw at the basement sent 
shivers down their spine. There 
‘was an electronic device located at 
the centre of the basement. A 
timer was ticking on it and the date 
read 12.31.99. Sweat trickled 
down Hale's forehead, He called 
up the commissioner and said, 
“Sir, we have an impossible task 
‘on our hands. The bombs are all 


connected to one main processor 


= and, possibly, will all synchronize 


to one command, Did the bomber 
call up?”. 

“Yes, he did”, replied the com- 
missioner, and said, "He once more 
warned us that in case we tried to 
meddle with the computer, the 
bomb would go off."” Hale was 
helpless, He hung up. 


he decision had to be taken 

by him, He took a closer 
look at the circuits and was 
terrified at the makeup of 
the device. It had but a single wire, 
which ran all over the basement, 
connecting all the eight bombs fit- 
ted on the eight pillars. In his five 
lof years experience in the bomb 
squad, Hale had never come across 
any such device and neither did his 
men have any idea about it, 

Once again, Hale called up the 
commissioner, “Sir, don’t pay up 
the ransom immediately, Make sure 
that the bomb is diffused first.” 

With that, he ordered all his men 
to clear up the area and made ar- 
rangements for all gas stations to 
be sealed. 

As Hale was hurriedly giving 
away orders, his mobile rang. He 
picked it up and answered ner- 
vously. It was the commissioner, 
and he said “Hale, the bomber has 
demanded that the money should be 
delivered ten minutes before the 
time set for the bombs to blast. The 
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bombs can then be diffused five 
minutes before the blast time. In 
case there are any delays, the 
bombs will explode.” Hale was 
tense, He asked his men to hurry. 


twas eleven-fifty already. Hale 
hoped that the ransom would 
have been paid and the 
bombs diffused. He ran 
down to the basement to check 
the bombs, but to his astonish- 
ment discovered that the timer 
was still on! He called up the com- 
missioner immediately and said, “Sir, 
the brute has cheated us. The timer 
is still ticking, Arrest him and force 
him to diffuse the bombs quickly!" 

“We are trying our very best to 
trace him at the old mansion site,” 
replied the commissioner. 

Hale folded his hands in prayer 
and waited outside the building. 
The explosion would not only de- 
stroy the surrounding buildings, 
but would also destroy a large part 
of New York. 

Eleven-fifty-nine, only sixty sec- 
‘onds were left. With every tick made 
by the seconds needle in Hale’s 
watch, the rate of his heartbeat in- 
creased on the double. The end was 
nearing... 10...9...8..7on6.oSeodon 
BuDeodone aNd. 

Nothing happened. People 
looked up from their hiding places 
and began to rejoice. Hale who had 
closed his eyes and sat with his 
hands folded, looked up at the 














building. “Is my watch fast? Or would 
the building blow up the next minute? 
‘Or would it blow up now?" he thought. 
But another minute passed, then an- 
other, then another... Nothing seemed 
to happen at all. Hale took courage and. 
slowly walked down to the basement 
and up to the device, The timer had 
gone off and the date read, 1-1-00. 

Then it dawned on him and he 
cried out, “Holy God! The bug has 
saved us all”, He dialed the com- 
missioner immediately and said, 
Sir, everything is fine over here 
and the bomb has been made inert. 
Had not the bomber said that he had 
invented the device three years 
ago?" 

“Yes, so what?", the commis- 
sioner asked hastily. Hale replied 
calmly, “Well sir, he forgot to up- 
date his device. It has gone 
back to the 1900s. You see sir; the 
processor was not Y2K compli- 
ant..."@ 
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HELLO, DOCTOR! 





DR. G.GANESAN 





PLEASE GIVE ME SOME IDEAS... 


@ J. Niranjan, Chennai 

1. Vijay Kumar, Chennai 

©C. Sridevi, Salem 

? Lam thin and slim. 1 eat well. 
But stil, I am not fat. Give me some 
ideas to become fat. 
Are there any tablets to 
gain weight? 

Don't worry about 
your weight as long as 
‘you are healthy. Your 
weight depends on 
many factors. If you are 
underweight for your 
age and height, consult 
your family doctor to 
find out the cause. At the same time 
take a nutritious diet like rice and dhal, 
‘nuts, eggs, milk, meat, curd, ghee, soya 
proteins, dry fruits, vegetables and 
sreens regularly, which would increase 
your weight. A regular exercise routine 
is also necessary to improve your 
physique. It is not advisable to take 























‘medicines for this purpose. They have 
side effects 

Nita Shashi, Thane 

? What is rickets? How can it be 
treated and prevented? 

! Rickets is a bone 
disease that occurs 
mostly in children. It is 
caused by deficiency of 
Vitamin D. In rickets, 
the bones are so soft that 
they bend into abnormal 
shapes and they develop 
bumps called knobs. As 
a result of rickets, the 
child will have knobbed 
forehead, rosary ribs, funnel chest, 
knock knees or bow legs. In severe 
cases, the bones are so deformed that, 
the height of the child is greatly 
reduced. Supplementation of vitamin D 
drugs cures the disease, When rickets, 
‘occurs, the calcium level in the blood 
usually becomes low. Hence, eating 
foods that are rich in vitamin D and 
calcium prevents rickets, The best 
sources of vitamin D are sunlight, fish 
liver oils, milk and eggs. Calcium can 
be obtained from milk, fish, 

cheese, almonds, peanuts, 
peas, beans and eggs. 
Children should be regularly 
exposed to sunlight to 
prevent rickets, 
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«Rajendra Prasad, Std. VIII, 
‘Sainik School, New Delhi. 
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TO CATCH 


A THIEF 





attu and Kitty were always 
fighting with each other. If Pattu 
anted idlis for tiffin, Kitta settled 
for Dosas! Mother had to please both! 
If Pattu tripped over the carpet and 
struggled to retain her balance, Kitty 
‘would immediately say, “Can't you see 
where you're going?” “Oh Shut up” 
Pattu would shoot back. “You're the 
‘one who left a dolly catch this evening!” 

“Children, Children!" Dad would 
admonish, “Please, can 
‘we have some peace?" He 
was really fed up! 

One fine Saturday dad 
promised an outing. “Jolly 
good! Let’s go to the 
beach” said Kittu. “I love 
the sands and the waves 
tickling my toe 

“No, no! Lets go to the 
drive-in theatre. They are 
screening Lagan once 

















KUTTY KRISHNA 


again” said Pattu. 
‘Who wants to sce an old movie!" 
“I do! I's so nice!” 

“I don’t! It’s not worth seeing 
twice!” 
“Yes itis!” 
“No it isn’t!” 
“Children! Children!” said Dad. 
‘One more argument and we don’t go 
anywhere.” 

“Let's toss a coin” said mom, “That 














should satisfy all of us.” 

“Alright” said Kittu, but there was a 
tinge of anger in his voice. 

“Okay” said Pattu as though being 
very reasonable and accommodative, 

Mother tossed a rupee and beach it 
was! 

“I won the game; You got the 
shame” said Kittu, 

“It will be the cinema next week” 
said dad in a hurry. He had already 
noticed the tears welling up in the eyes 
of his daughter. 

“He is so mean, Dad! And you never 
correct him. I'm the one who always 
has to yield!” with that parting shot, 
Patt went to doll herself up for the 
beach! 


ittu had been presented s box 

of sweets for his birthday last 

month. He had devoured all 

of them long back without sharing even 
‘one with Pattu. He loved the empty box. 
It had a nice colourful design. H 
decided to take it along with him. “I 
will collect sea shells” he told himself. 
‘And that’s exactly what he did at the 
beach. Pattu had to play all by herself 
‘with the big plastic bal she had brought, 








while mom and dad sat holding hands, 
ooking at the waves and enjoying the 
cool breeze. 

After sometime Kittu felt bored 
collecting shells and started to dig. He 
‘attempted a sand castle with the wet 
‘sand nearer to the waves. “Here let me 
help” said Patty, for she too was feeling 
uneasy playing alone. Together, they 
built a small but beautiful castle. Kittu 
however walked off after a while, 

While digging, Pattu came across a 
crab and yelled in fright, “Silly!” said 
Kittu as he now walked back to her, “I 
have two of them here in my box!" 





“How cruel!” said Pattu, 

“have a big frog too! I found it 
while digging and immediately turned 
‘my “dabba” over it, My sweet box now 
contains two crabs and one frog! Want 
to see?” 

“Yuk! 


id Pattu, “I feel like 
She made a face and walked 
away. She soon forgot about the crabs 
and the frog when mom bought her an 
ice cream cone. Kittu got one too and 
they made their way home. 


hat night, something terrible 
happened to that nice family. A 

thief picked the lock of the 

front door and entered their 
house. He was trying to find 
the key to the iron safe when 
Dad woke up with a start. 
“Who's that?” he shouted. 
Mom screamed. Pattu and 






















Kittu ran out oftheir room and 
huddled with their parents. 

“Not a sound” said the 
robber, “or this knife will 
pierce your heart!" The sharp 
knife glowed in the dim light 
streaking in from the lamp 
post on the street. 

‘Don’t kill us” said Kittu, 
will get you the keys to the 
iron safe, You can take all the 
Jewellery and cash that you 
ccan find there, but don’t harm 
us! 

“That's a good boy” said 
the thief. “Very sensible!” 

While Dad and Mom wondered 
‘what he was upto, Kittu ran to his room 
and was back with the sweet box. 
“Here,” he said, “the keys are in this 
box” and extending it near the robber, 
he quickly opened it. 

“Beck!” shouted the robber, as the 
frog pounced on him. Frightened out 
of his wits, he staggered back, dashed 
against chair and fell o the floor losing 
his balance altogether! His knife too fell 
with a clang! 

Pattu was quick to pick it up. The 
lights were switched on and while Pattu 
pointed the knife at the robber, Dad 
kicked the fellow where it would hurt 
him most and mom was ready with the 
rope which she used as a clothes line 
‘on washing day. 

The hands and feet of the robber 
were tied up in a matter of seconds as 
Kittu rang up the police. 











uuthow did you manage al 
this!” asked theinspector 
surprised beyond belief. 

“I'sall partof the day's routine” said 
Kittu, imagining himself to be none 
other than James Bond! 

“We've been trying to catch this 
scoundrel for quite some time” said the 
inspector as he dragged him away 
towards the police jeep. 

“See how nice itis for both of you 
to cooperate with each other” said Dad, 
‘when the inspector had left, “You have 
achieved so much!" 

“What has she got to do with it? It 
was all my idea!” said Kittu, 

“But without my help, you would 
have been pulped by the robber” said 
Pattu, 

“Certainly not!” 
lost certainly yes!" 

“Don't be an ass!” 

“You are one already!" 

“Oh my God! Help me!” wailed 
Dad, as he sunk into a chair. e 
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[Agent Amar spoke to them when} 
they all met the next evening, 


The space craft was 
spotted near the museum 
last night and early this 
‘morning 


sit look like? 

THE STRANGE fy have any 

CREATURES. _/\ passengers? 
Lj J 


mushroom, It also shines and 
emits a fluorescent blue light 


Must have landed. We \/” What did the J 
also saw a strange creature creature look ke? 
e the museum door \_Did you follow it? 


It was skinny, Had a humanoid face 
and ears like a cat. It disappeared 


Within seconds though: 


ULUBTRATIONS | TEYARAT 


onan GG} serensen ove 








loser to uncle/ 
| Viiv. 


mysterious, : 
Why did it ve ‘A similar incident was 
come tothe reported some years ago. 
/ Parchments were stolen 
then, Records says so. 


museum? 


am. 


7 
Oh boy! What |} % 
a brilliant 


question! 








(eri foot prints near 
| the door. Webbed feet you 









i 
/ Sony guys. Time 


to go home. Dad 

| will be furious. 
Maybe you can join us at the 
‘museum later tonight! 









































[They were at the museum” Some hot masala milk 
by half past eleven. for you children? 


Yuck! Tam allowed 1 
have tea or coffee.) 


> = 


Grown up young lay.) 
aren't you? 


TU es 


‘Amar gave them clear instructions. 


‘— —— 
Girls on the lower branches of this tree 


with Vijay. The boys and I will climb on 
to that one. Constables, you know your 
places. Not a word, Not a sound. 
Stay absolutely still, Watch the 
entrance 

















Everyone took { 

their places. The 

entrance to the 

main door was 
well lit with a 
blue light 
They sat 
holding their 
breath. 


To be continued 
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fer a long 

wait of 

nearly 
three years Rajini fans were eagerly look- 
ing forward to the release of "Baba. Un- 
fortunately and quite unnecessarily, it 
coincided with a verbal attack by PMK 
chiet Ramadoss against Rajini, The 
former accused the superstar of mislead- 
ing the youth and setting a bad example 
for them through his fms, 

This resulted in many ofthe political 
party's volunteers clashing with Rajini 
fans during the first week of the release 
of the film. While Rajini said he will o to 
court and claim compensation for defa- 
mation, Ramadoss quickly retracted to 
say that the “episode was over”, though 
he didnot withdraw what he had sad ear- 
lier. 

‘Anyway “Baba” has received tremen- 
ddous amount of publicity and let us hope 
that it would help it to become a box of- 
fice success. Otherwise the distributors 
who have invested tremendous amounts 
willbe in deep troublel 

tk 

The election commission visited 

Gujarat to see for themselves i the state 


has returned to normalcy afterall the com- 
‘munal riots, and whether elections could 
be held in a peaceful atmosphere. They 
found that though peace has returned, the 
people affected by the riots have not been 
rehabilitated and many can't even exer- 
cise their voting right since they have been 
displaced from their homes. 
‘The election commission's decision to 
postpone elections to the 
state assembly, has been 


RAVING FANS co 
FACE REALITY! 


B.J.P. which wants 
election to be announced 
immediately. The center 
has taken the election commission's 
decision to the supreme court as a 
Presidential reference. It remains to be 
seen if there is any constitutional 
ambiguity about the whole affair 

kee 


The always poor handioom weavers 
of Tamilnadu were put to greater hard 
ship, when te ruling AIDMK government 
decided nat to ltt stocks of dothis and 
sarees for free distribution tothe poor, as 
was done during the previous regime 

‘The DMK opened gruel centers for the 
poor weavers, and not to be left behind, 
the AIDMK party opened Briyani Centers 
nearby resulting in clashes. The police 
acting in a blatantly partial manner right 
from the start, accused the DMK volun- 
teers and arrested many, including top 
leaders like P-T.R. Palanivel Rajan, former 
speaker of Tamilnadu assembly. 

Thus, while even gruel centers are 
being politicised there seems to be no 
solution at all forthe plight of the poor 
weavers. 
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ALL ABOUT 
ME... 


Taam now a fully-grown ripe ‘ananas’ and I weigh 
‘as much as four kilograms, 

My ancestors hail from Brazil. People say it was 
Christopher Columbus who had the first taste of us 
when he landed in South America. Later the Europeans 
took us to their land and began to grow us, At first, we 
found place only in the palate of the royal and the rich. 
Now of course, we too, like many other fruits are 
branded as a ‘common fruit affordable even by the 
‘common man’ 

‘The common man knows me better by my other 
name - pineapple. I am covered with a thick, rough 
skin that is a combination of many colours ~ orange, 















green and yellow. 
Look at my head! 1 
wear a bouquet of 
small, thick leaves, 
for a crown, The 
edible part in mes yellow in colour and 
is very tasty, juicy and richly flavoured 


‘The plant on which I now rest 
proudly is not very tall. It is more 
or less a scrambled bush that has 
grown to aheight of just over wo 
feet. The leaves around me 
protect me from being nibbled 
by tiny animals, They are sharp, 
like swords and also thorny. 

don’t know how this plant 
grew. It may be from the shoot 
of another plant or the crown 
of a fruit that had grown on that 
plant, 





Tam now ready to be harvested by 
the farmer who has looked after me 
with great care, 













Being the first harvest, I am the only 
fruit now on this plant. During 
subsequent harvests, there may be two 
or three fruits. After three harvests this 
plant will not bear any more fruits and 
at that time the farmer will have to 
replant, using either the shoot of the 
plant or crown of a fruit. The farmer 
first ploughs the field deeply, turning, 
the soil over and over to loosen it. He 
always prefers a sandy soil to plant, He 
then remembers to water the field 
frequently and 
regularly but takes 
care never to let the 
water stagnate, 

Let me tell you 
how I grew into a 
giant sized fruit, 1 all 
began about twenty 
‘months ago, I was then a 
tiny flower on the stalk that was 
right at the center of this 
plant, This plant too was 
smaller then, 1 was bluish 
violet in colour and looked very pretty 
just like the several other flowers that 
hhad bloomed on the same stalk. Little 
did 1 know then that 1 would soon 
change into a fruitlet It all happened 
like magic. Within the next thirty days, 
all of us on the stalk had turned into 
fleshy fruitlets after which, we all united 
to form the yellow, juicy fleshy centre 
of fruit. 1 is for this reason that we 
pineapples are known as a multiple fruit 

Next time you bite into a chunk of 
this yellow, juicy, fleshy part, think of 
iy story and me. 





+ ‘BUD’ 
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THE 


LISATION 


SUBHA CHELLAPPA 


One day Guru Nanak visited 

Sajjan, Sajjan welcomed him and 
offered his prayers. However he made 
a wicked plan, He thought to himself, 
“this man looks happy and contented. 
He must be rich. | shall murder him to- 
Aight and rob his money.” 

‘That night, Sajjan urged Nanak to go 
to bed early. “You seem very tired sir 
and it is getting 
late...” he sug- 
gested. 

Nanak invited 
Sajjan for a 
prayer before 
going to bed, 
During the 
prayer Nanak 
sang a song that 
he had com- 
posed. The song 
conveyed a mes- 
sage to Sajjan. 


aljan was a notorious robber, He 
was cunning and cruel too 








‘Herons and birds of prey are found 
in holy places yet they eat living things, 
They are beautiful yet their hearts are 
evil’ 

Saljan realized that what Nanak sald 
about herons and hawks applied to him. 
He realised his folly and fell down at 
Nanak’s feet and asked for forgiveness. 

“ask pardon from God for your 
sins,” said Nanak to him. “Give away 
all you gained in this manner to the 
poor.” 

Sajjan did as 
Nanak asked 
him to do and 
became his fol- 
lower. The first 
Sikh temple in 
India was built 
by Sajjan the 
robber, in grati- 
tude to Nanak 
who had 
changed his 
way oflife, @ 





SPORTS 
TALK 


ust watching people around me 
reacting to the marvellous, marvellous 
performance of the Indians in the 
one-day tournament, and the dismal 
performances in the Test matches, 
makes me wonder what is going 
through the minds of the Indian crick- 
eters each time they go out to the 
middle 

Take the Natwest Trophy [the tri- 
angular between Sri Lanka, India and 
England] for instance. In the final, 
when India had lost the wickets of 
Dravid and Tendulkar, how many 
people across the country would have 
been cursing the Indian players, the 
Indian selectors, the sport itself, and 
themselves for being stupid enough 
to support such a stupid team, a team 
which doesn’t know how to play? 

The truth is, Indian fans are the 
backbone of Indian cricket. They pro- 
vide the motivation for the players, 


and at the same time, they are the 
players’ worst enemy. 
Whenever Ganguly goes in to 
bat in a Test match, he is under 
enormous pressure, and the same 
for Dravid in one-day cricket. When 
Tendulkar missed out in two innings 
in West Indies an article appeared in 
2 certain newspaper accusing him of 
match-fixing, At the same 

time, when Yuvraj Singh hit a 
brilliant 84 in Kenya against 
Australia, he was 
praised to the skies, 
and soon after, no 








‘one had a good word 
to say for him. And now, he's back 
at the top, 

Indian fans forget what happened 
just a month ago. A friend of mine 
was firm in the belief that Sourav 
Ganguly was the worst batsman in the 


world. Yesterday he scored 99. I'm 
sure Ganguly would have magically 
transformed into an excellent batsman 
and a very good captain (even though 
hitting 99 doesn't have anything to do 
with captaincy). 

But this attitude of the fans is quite 
understandable. Cricket is a religion 
in this country. We just want our play- 
ers to do well, and when they don't, 
its very disappointing. We should re- 
member two things ~ these men are 
human beings, and human beings can 
do wonderful things, and some really 
stupid things; and cricket, wonderful 
game that it is, is only a game. 

~ ABHINAV RAMNARAYAN 


Story 
Mythology 


DEFEAT OF 


 SOORAPADMAN 


hanmukha grew up to be a 
handsome, young boy. 
Having been created out of 
the six flames that flew 
from Lord Shiva's third eye", he 

had tremendous strength and valour. 
Shanmukha had nine other strong 
friends to play with, Veerabahu was 
Shanmukha’s favourite. When the boys. 
ran and played together, the entire 
Universe shook! Their play was very 
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different too. 

Shanmukha would pluck stars and 
throw them around like balls! He would 
Uuproot & mountain and turn it upside 
down! He would bring huge serpents 
from the Netherworld, harness them to 
Mountain Meru and pull it along lik 
chariot! He would pull down lightnings 
‘and wear them us garlands! 

Indra, leader of the Devas could not 
bear these pranks of Shanmukha and 














his friends. He mounted his elephant 
and attacked Shanmukha. When 
‘Shanmukha hurled his weapon on 
Indra’s elephant Iravada, the strong 
beast fel. 

Indra prostrated before Shanmukha 
and asked to be forgiven. “Muruga”, I 
‘make a humble request, Please lead our 
army against Soora, the asura king. Be 
our commander.” 

Shanmukha assumed charge of the 
army. The Devas rejoiced. They knew 
that their worries would soon come to 
an end. 

Soorapadman, the asura king, 
meanwhile, continued to harass the 
Devas. He never spared anyone. 
Kubera, the Lord of wealth, Agni, the 
God of Fire, Adi Sesha, the king of 
snakes and even Yama, the Lord of 
Death were now his slaves. 

Soora called out to Surya, the sun 
god and ordered him around with 
arrogance. “Do not dare to let your hot 














rays pass over my kingdom of Veera 
Mahendrapuram. Go into hiding or I 
shall kill you!”. Then, to the moon god 
he said, “You must for ever shine as a 
full moon over my kingdom. Light up 
‘our cities with your cool, silvery light.” 

Everyone had to obey Soora’s 
‘commands, even Brahma and Vishnu. 
Brahma was ordered to read the 
calendar everyday and make sure that 
every day and every hour was 
auspicious! Vishnu had to visit each 
and every household, enquire on their 
needs and fulfill them! 

When Soora heard all about 
Shanmukha, he only scoffed. “What 
can this young lad do to me. Let him 
‘come if he dares to. I shall simply crush 
him to death: 


hanmukha led his army 
and first marched towards 


‘Tarakasura'scity. Veerabahu 
too was with his brother, 
Asuras always had magical 
Taraka, 
quickly 


powers. 








took the form of a mountain, when he 
heard that Shanmukha was attacking 
his kingdom, As the Devas entered a 
cave in the mountain, they were 
swallowed by Taraka! Shanmukha 
following close behind, turned wild 
with rage. He hurled his weapon at the 
mountain, His ‘vel’, gifted to him by 
his mother, Parvathi, pierced through 
the mountain and shattered ito pieces 
Taraka was killed. 

‘Soora was both sad and angry when 
hhe heard about the death of his brother, 
Shanmukha sent Veerabahu as a 
messenger to Soora asking him to 
surrender, However, Soora was defiant. 
“Tam not a coward to surrender, 
Moreover, I have the blessings of Lord 
Shiva himself. No one can defeat me 
Tell that young boy that his days are 
numbered. He is sure to be killed.’ 

Several other asura kings were 
killed in the war that followed ~ 
Dharmakopan, Athisooran, 


Asurendran, 
Ajamukhan, Singamukhan 
and even Bhanukopan, Soora's son, 


‘Sora himself then entered the war 
field. He went to war seated on his 
Indragnala chariot that had been gifted 
to him by Lord Shiva. The charioteer 
and the chariot were both destroyed by 
Shanmukha. 

Soora would not give up easily. He 
made himself disappear and created 
darkness, Nobody could see anything 
now. Everyone tumed to Shanmukha 
for help, Shanumkha threw his ‘vel’ at 
the darkness to bring light. 


ora had now changed into a 

mango tree- a gigantic one 

with branches that reached 

the stars and roots that 

spread down to the Netherworld. 

He spread and swayed the branches, 

thus attacking the Devas. The Devas 
ran helter-skelter. 

Shanmukha’s weapon emitted fire 
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asit whizzed past, piercing the tree and 
felling it into two, However, Soora did 
not die, He could not be killed because 
of his powers of penance. One half of 
the tree became a beautiful peacock and 
the other a lovely cock. 

Having assumed the forms of a cock 
and peacock, Soora decided to 





surrender, He realised that Shanmukha 
‘was born only to kill him. He begged 
to be forgiven and pleaded for 
mercy. 

Shanmukha mounted the peacock 
and the cock became a symbol on his 
flag. Soora was blessed by the Lord, 
and would serve him always. @ 





«Gai A'short and sweet’ poem 
Monsoons bring rain. Rains bring joy to 
one's heart, Plants and trees around us wear 

a fresh and green look. Peacocks dance, 
frogs croak - all in happiness, welcoming the 


award of Rs,S0/- each. The 
poems will be published in 
the November 2002 issue of 
your favourite magazine. 
Remember the rules : 
+ For school going 
children only. 











Wity don't you write a short and sweet 


#* You can write any 










Write down 
all the 
words that 


+ The poems will have to be 
brief~ 6-8 crisp lines only. 
» Last date : 25-09-2002. 
« Mention ‘poem contest’ 
on the envelope. 


into 
your mind 
S) think of 
rain. Put 
them 


down, Add a few adjectives Give @ declaration that 
your contribution is original 


‘and not copied. 


ior's decision is final, 


+ Give all details of name, 
age, class, school and 
residential address, 





and expressions. Pen down your poetic 
thoughts and send in your entries. 
Six poems will be selected for a cash 
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COLOUR AND KEEP 








PLACE 


One of these instru- 
ments does not belong 
here. Which one and “ff 
why? 
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